His Highneſs Prin 


His preſent Expedition with His Majeſties NAVY 
_ againſt the DWTCH. 


.F 


ce RUPERT, 


ROYAL 


Arma VIRVU M g; CER 


Exzgland Ecernal Monuments muſt rear 

Of Gratitude, as haying found in YOU 

At once her Neſtor and 4c. Hes too : 

Whole Grave Advice does fir ft our Fations c'oſe, 

And then your Matchleſs Ar n lubdues our Foes. = 
Permit an Hamble Muſe your Fame to greer, - 
And with your Canv.iſe ſpread a Votive Sheet, 


gs hn Aſſur'd no leſs, | 


K UPERT Comman?ting warranteth ſucc:fs. 
RUPERT, that Glorious Name, wherein we have 
Whateyer 5s Prudent, Valiant, Great, or Brave ; 

In whom Naizre all paft Hero's does ſumme, 

And Copies ſets to thole that are to come. 

Witch ſuch a Cbjef and ſuch a Navy bleſt, 

As never yet the Oceans Surf:ce preſt, 

For ſtrength, for courage. and for number too, 
Wharr1ft we may not tairly hope todo? _ 
Eſpecially upon a Casſ* ſo Juſt, Ra, 

As might to Providence and Cock boats truſt : | 
Though thanks to Heaven a Moving Wood, we lee, 
Covers the boſom of our Narrow Sea; 

A Floating Iſland; that ſeems to ſurpaſs 

Denmark and Dantzick for full choice of Maſts : 
As if chat Womb of Ships { Foreſt of Dean) 

Into the Ocean now had ſhifted Scene. 

Phanſie no more Fond Hogens to ſu'priſe 

Us with Fair Words and Foul Adyantages ; 

Nor hope a doubtful Treaties fly pretence 

| Shall gull us roomir needful Def: nce. | 

We'l parly Arm'd, and if you Deafremain 

To Reaſon ill, and onr Juſt Terms diſdain, 

We'l Bore your Ears wi. h Thunder, till you ceaſe 
Your havghty Pride, and humbly beg for Peace. | 


p Reat PRINCE! to whoſe nnweari:d Pains and Care | | 


See how Fate to your Ruine does advance, 
The Engliſh Yalour, and Fury of France. 
Veſſels of ſuch a b4/k! we may maintain 


Thar Wooden M:untains Dance upon the Main. 


Which ev'ry Wave to neig 
Like to #nbinge the Poles 


Zerxes bis Chains were but a Foolery ; 


Such Fleets alone the Seas in Fetters tie : 


| Man'd with ſtout Seamen yielding tone ſtroke; 


For (like their Ships) their Hearts are Trufty Oke. 
Spains King, that formerly Sirnamed His 
INFYINCISLE, how would he Chriſten This ! 
To which that proud Armado was no more. 

Then Sholes of Fiſber-boats crept from the Shore. 
Let none repine that Bacons Art did fail; 

His Prazen to theſe Worden Walls mult yail. 


May Sarred CHARLES have always ſuch a Fleet, 
Incroaching Foes to proftrate at his Feet, 
And neyer want ſuch Arguments as theſe 

T' afert his Right unto the Narrow Seas. 


FI NIS. 
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